
AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF AN IDEA.

BY BARRY PAIN.
'coPTEinnr. isst.

" T m o Irion TTn hftrn ns Vft.
f have not the incarnations of paper
Ind printing- ink which will he mine
pereafter. I am conscious. I nave
knowledge without the usual apparatus
Jyor Itjs acquisition and storage- - I see
Without eyeb, and hear without ears. I
Jnove as I will, and material things ean-Ji- ot

hinder my movements. They are
Swifter than light, and just as swift
is thought. You know, of course, that
If an idea is going to come to 3'ou,,
either locked doors nor iron walls

fvill prevent it; it arrives inevitably
insuperably; you arc to be its

fnd and make it come into the world.
You may be ranked as a genius lecause
Vou are its parent, nd (this amuses
pie) you will think that you are its
parent because you are a genius.

To the large eyes of the imagination
f might be pictuwd, in my unborn
State, as a Puck-lik- e phantom; only
the imagination can see me until I se-

lect my parent. Ideas have that priv-
ilege. Human beings on very slight-
est evidence believe that they do not
Select their parents, but, on the other
aand, they believe on no evidence at

11 that they do select their ideas. I
.m not prescient, but I fancy that the

man whom I select for my parent
kTirmlrl lv n. vprv hnnnv man. I am a
Perfectly brilliant idea. I am new, and
I am a master; the world will say it. I j

fchall bring fortune and fame to my j

parent. Even now when I uin unborn i

Bnd cannot tcU the precise form that I
shall take I exult in my own utter
goodness. This is, of course, vain. But
then humilhy is only ono of tho im-

positions of tho weak maiority upon
the strong minority, to enable the
tveak majority to keep np a self-respe-

to which facts do not entitle it.
I decided to come hero. Before me
es a vast mass of building materials,

sorted out into houses and the like, and
Known on the cightccn-penn- y folding
inap as "London and its Environs." It
fcwarins. It is too lurge. Let me see
fri hat is immediately before me.

Before mo is 2sb. S3, Harriet Terrace,
Tulham. It is a new terrace of thirty- -
pound houses, and there is no external a

, ,.bt' n 11uiirerence, except, tno nuniDer, oe- -
(jWueb -- j auu uiu rebu it is mo
tesidencc of Albert Weeks, litem ry

Sliall I enter, and bid Albert
ks be my parent? I should bring

him money and reputation. He would
joe able to live in a better hou'-- than
this; people would como to him and

ay: "Albert Weeks, wliere did you
jget that perfectly splendid idea?" Ho
Isvould taste popularity, smile com-
placently, and subscribe to a press-puttin- g

agency. Bhall I select him or
)aot?

Albert W'eelta Is married, of com so,
find has three eh ildrcn. His wife is

but, I fear, a trille under-educate-

Ho met her in the old days
when he was on a kind of a spree;
his love-makin- g was a kind of a spree;
hero was a touch of sheer spree even

In his marriage. It was all irresponsi-
ble enthusiastic desperate; uiul the
rprec is well out of their lives for ever
lind over unless I interfere. Thcyaro
kMII ho:.rt-fnn- fl nf M1.h othor t.hmin-i- .

ue has ceased to remark on his clever- -
Wss and snmotimos is nlmns.t, MirmnUh. i

and he has no time to net her because '

to Is so busy for so little remuneration.
The front room in which lie is sitting

s rather sordid. They call it the draw-::g-rooi- n,

sometimes substitute It for
the nursery, and habitually uo it as
Jiis study There is a quaint gather-
ing

j

of antagonistic furniture. lie
bought as little furniture as possible i

j

Jit first because he was no fool and
)mow that they would havo to be
rcomical and he has added to it hinco
im occasions when he could not possi-
bly

!

afford it. There are, for instance, j

two chairs from a drawing-roo- suite l

wo only. They would havo been
rheaper if he had taken the entire
fuitc; but you could not expect him to
buy the suite when he could not possi-Vl- y

alt'ord these two chairs out of it.
These are covered with pule green vel-
vet, and the velvet is covered with
dust. On the chair nearest to the table
tit which he is writing stands a chipped
cup of cold tea, surmounting tho dust
&nd the velvet Tho cold tea to
be looking upward with a gray, patient
tyo atjthe guady paper lamp-shad- e, the
photogravure of "The Prodigal Son," j

jinn tne smoKeu ceiling, it is a room
'that must always have had crumbs in

It. House-flie- s ro lone distances for
the pleasure of ultimately dying in
this room. They have died conspicu
cusly and frequently in it-- In one cor-
ner broken and bv-go- bamboo has now
Bi finitely despaired of ever signifying
anything more cultured than a clear-fcn.r-o

rale in the Tottenham Court Boad;
nnd in the one piano-sconc- e which k
cot broken lino rs the stump of a can-fil- e

that has wept its composite heart
put over the s'ained keyboard wept
fc r th death of the file, or the despair
tf tl--e bad bamboo, or the general
ceadliness of everything.

There is on the tabic a handsome,
Wack-spotte- d wedding present of an
Inkstand. In front of it sit. Albert
tr.afll.-- rvt work. He is rather a stiialj
nan witn hair. au te irocs--
loat which he hat- - given up w earing i

or w hen,.a his. wife "ayj,
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there are people. "mere" are not any
now. for he is alone in the room. The
Expression of his face is carefuL Ho i

has to be careful, because the editor of j

the Inner Cirele was by no means sat--
isliea witn his last Dutch ol paragraphs,
and he cannot afford to bo deprived of
the guinea a w eek which he receives
from that very fashionable journal.

The editor had said though more
rudely, technically and briefly that
either Mr. Albert "Weeks would have to
convey a more convincing impression
of his intimate acquaintance with high
societj', or the Inner Circle would dis-

pense with his valuable services. The
words that the editor who was rather
less fashionable than his penny pant-
ing paper actually used were: "More
savvy, or outside only, my dear boy,
and don't you forget it."

Vhat are u to. do when you are too
good to know the butler and not good-enoug-

for the butler's master to know
you' This is what, I perceive, Albert
Weeks is doing, writing laboriously:

"The season Is dying fast, and! &m sure that
most of 32V reader mil azrea with me that ii
lia- leen an unusually brilliant one. So every
way vas baying :o vac at jatCr uainagaam s
last nlr.it. 15y tho way Iady Ii:illinpbam must '

haiotho secret o eternal yoath: last night
ico iOl moro beautiful than ever. As for

hor house In Park lane. I havo always consld- - j

ered it to be Quite tho most charming town
house 'hat I have seen !i tho wholo course of ,

Tlr"0,?- - Well, tho loni; round of de--

Hcrc ho is interrupted, becausa his
omjut striving vulirar respectably

iovjn2. harniih wife has come into tho
room with u bluo paper in her hand.

"Snnrir. Albert? cnmi on now. Oh.
you auft touched vour ten, and I was
particular to bring it. Axe you comin'?
'Enneryas broke the soapdish in the
nursery: that's what tho crrin was

I

about. This here is Bilderspm's bill
for what he did to tho kitchen,range. I

It's high-o- ne, seventeen, six."
That is tho hist straw. His editor '

has bothered him. His work hQ3 i

kn4l.A....1 l.!w TT- J . 4:,1 A

paragraph v.'hich was really coming
out very nicely has been interrupted.
Monoy is very scarce. And supper is
mere mutton, and his wife looks Tathcr
111, and Bildcrspin's bill is one,5seven-tee- n,

six. The combination ovcr- -
i

powers him The littlo man Qirows
h's pen, stamps his foot and

swears like a mad blackguard sweara
profusely.

Now, then, shall I make thisman my
parent? If I crept through that sandy
hair into tho whitey-gra- 3' brain, what
a change there would bo. lie would
be conscious that he had got a now,
tremendous, imperial idea. Ho would
put down his knife and fork, finish tho

j

l)cer in his glass at one gulp, explain
hurriedly to his wife that he was real-
ly inspired this time, and ruBh wildly
at the handsome inkstand and his I

work. By tho following midday I
should be in manuscript. In six
Albert would bo famous. Iii' ' six
months he would havo real money and
no debts, and there would be moro '
money to come. There would bo u
new soapdish, new furniture, new
dresses for his wife. 'Ennery would
have tojs and a t; Albert would,
on littlo occasions, havo Hildseek.

(

They would be off to tho seaside for a
fortnight, and do the thing well, and
tho personal paragraphs would say
that Mr. Weeks and his family were
spending the winter in Brighton,

where it is tote hoped that this new
and brilliant author will not allow his
pen to bo idle.

my parent.
am not a philanthropist; I am only an
idea. I do not want to lenefit Albert
Weeks, and I do want to satisfy my
own whim. My own whim definitely
refuses Albert Weeks.

At tho time I am in a great
hurry to he born. 1 have knowledge,
but it is limited. Lr instance, I be-
lieve that I am an idea for a short
story, but I am not suro. I know I am
a miraculously good idea, but I do not, ,

know in what way I am miraculously i

5 I yearn to seo myself in my
fin,a) fp-f- J must positively got born.

" ell lefc me examine elsewhere.
Here! X obse"'o, the trafilo is being

Para"J "sturbetl by a long funeral
coming onsitiy urc's rrom tho ceme-
tery. In the first coach is a young
man alone. He is in deon mournintr.
He has drawn tho window blinds down.
His hat is placed on tho front seat. He
hum-el- f is kneeling on the floor of the,
coach; his arms spread over the back
seat: his eyes are glaring, hot with
unshed tears; he bends his head and
bites fiercely the wrist of one hand.
I know his name at once and some- - '

thing about him. lie is Hon. Eardley
Travers Wylmot. Away in the ceme-- ,
tery lies tho still body of Maud Farra-- i

dyee whom Wylmot was to have mar- - ,

ried two months hence if she had
lived. Tho agony of his grief would '

not be doubted by anyone whs saw
him :ow; but it is bad to look at a man'
when he is liko that. I

Yet Wylmot is a man who has nl- -
ways doubted hiinsr If. He is haunted
with the thought that he is a
Perhaps lie did once or twice over-em- -j

phasize in conversation his passionate
admiration for his favorito authors;
but he paid dearly for the pose: ho sub--
sequently threw the books aside and

Jiahe "ls sick of all talk
art: In tuc fierce reactionary fit he be
came addicted to a hearty steak-and-onio-

in low company, heard some
distinctly coarse stories, and had him-
self put up for a sporting club which
neither interested him nor desired his
membership. The reactionary fit was
bitter, but it wa. short. As with his
books so with his writing. In proud
moments he believes that he is going
to be a leader; he pays for his pride
with day:, of depress: a when he doubts
whether he is even capable of being a
decent follower. As with hi-- writ-- ,
ings so with bi love. A weeks
ago he a&ked himself seriously if he

, not merely trying to no roma.it?;,
if he really loved this Farru-dyo- e

who was to lc his wife That '

doubt went before the pretty veilow- -
headed girl died. nd now he does not j

doubt hix sorrow- -

Ye. Hon. Eardley Travers Wylmot
be iny parent. lie hall brine me

into the world. Now, a ho prawls in
that mocratag coach, his wild, achintr
brain shall becotue poi&aed of me. 1 1

is a delightf ul feim.
j
'

In I go.

norm j

Hon Er.rdley TTaTer Wylmot has. .

later ia the same da. ia ;a. --oHtli,of
iil comigrtable chambeti overloetiar l

ZiT---'rs- ? sfgfj yfr'" "
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Pihcauilly, 'just recovered from rather
an unpleasant fit of hysteria. Albert
tViieks would have thanked God forme,
"bujfc Wylmot positively does not want
to Jae my parent. He would cheerfully
cac.rifice a year's income if by so doing
he. could definitely get me out of bis
TieJid. But he cannot. I am going to
be born, and this is the first part of the
prDcess.

rthe trouble is that I am inappropri- -

aasrA

f
THE IDEA APPROACHES ME. WEEKS.

ate horribly and grotesquely inappro-
priate; for I have discovered moro
about mvseii, anu l una that i am a
humorous idea. I am the newest, the
most delicious, the most inevitably hu- -
morons idea that ever has been or ever
will be. The bare thought of me
brings a deep satisfaction right away
down in the very pit of one's apprecia-
tions. At first I am too great for laugh-
ter, but the laughter comes. It comes
in chucklcfi; it swells and grows to
shaking paroxysms. Here, in this
room, but half an hour ago Wylmot at
least reached the full appreciation of
me. It had been growing upon him
over since tne moment m the mourn- -
Ing coach when I first came to him.
There had been at intervals sudden
Emiles over his face, succeeded by an
expression of agonized shame and con
trition. But at the full nnnrfipintion
of me gare up the struggle and began
xo iaun- - ue turaw Daci Q1S ncaa' ne
taEpod one foot: ho held his sides
ith both hands; he roared; he howled

JeTlessly.
Ihs lighter stopped quite suddenly

ftFt Whter often do aslf
cut short with a clean stroke

J a knif'.. nt.ollOUtJU YatC'
had real- -asf cf

J.-- Ui- - 1U1I 11UUJU1 Ui lilt. ILaiiiUU J.U.O

full horror of the situation. Three
short hours before he had stood beside
an open grave, wdierein ho did then
mo3t truly believe that all his interest
fcnd all the brightness of his life lay.

That was three hours ago.
And yefc he had just finished a fit of

the wildest, most uncontrolable laugh--
ter. He had been allowing himself to
Do amused, It was just here that Wyl--
mot had that unpleasant attack of hv- -

ateria.
He has recovered from it, and has

eomposed himself. His face is very
white now, and ho looks rather like a
man under a curse. He gets out his
writing materials. "Maud," he says,
softly, "you are not minding, are you?
This blamed thing has got. into ray
head. I didn't want to think of any- -',,,,. .
ining uuraoruu!, uul lius cujue tome, i

Mnnrl if. wmilil Tiinl.--f thn. rVnil lnnrrh i

it is too funnv and I don't want to
think of it any more. That is why I ,

am going to write it all out. Then i

perhaps I may be able to put it asido. 1

Oh, Maud, don't think that I'm irrever-- i
cnt and unfeeling. My heart is dead
and with you. I hate myself for hav-
ing laughed, but had to. I will got rid
of this idea that's haunting me, and
then I don t think I shall ever laugh
again."

He sits down, and' at the top of tho
page writes in a large hand. "E Hen.'
It is the title of the story which is to
embody me. He writes fast for half an
i. "
hour, and then a. servant brings in tho
lighted lamps.

Tho moment the servant hae

again, as though it nau gamea an
impetus by being kept back

for a minute. Ho docs not dino out;
lie does not go to the club. He writes
at lightning speed, only pausing to
laugh from time to time more wildly
than ever. Ho laughs and writes,
writes and laughs, on and on, until ho
ifinds that the lamps are going out, and
glances at his watch. It is five o'clock
trt lt and f.Ti nt?rnr nf rOTr.
,n front o hil'is fin!shed story-m-

o

ir r. m,iflir ,,
ous idea.

He draws back the curtain and let3
the wan London daylight into tho ,

?JA"5?' iJ'tho pen dashes down on the paper
gono

sanio

sham.

about

few

Maud

shall

heen

additional
room.
exhausted and shaky, goes to the side- - ,

board in an adjoining room, and gets j

himself some brandy. He drinks two
glasses of it in rapid succession; then
he goes off to bed. He is too tired for
any further emotion. Laughter and
tears alike will be a closed book to him
until he has slept. Ho faUs to 6leep at
once, sleeps long hcavUy, drcain-lessl- y.

And I lie on the table In the study
new-bor- in a snow-whit- e manuscript
incarnation. Will my reluctant parent
Yurn me in the morning?

AFTER BIRTH.
No, I am safe safe in a foolscap en-

velope, directed, sufficiently stamped,
'whirled about by postal arrangement.

It happened in thus way. Wj lmot
came into the study rather late next
morning. He looked beaten, humili-
ated, and half starved, ne cast
ono vindictive glance at me and passed
into the next room, where breakfast i

was ready for him. He was rather a
long time over breakfast. When tho
emotional heart is completely broken '

up. the ordinary oioou-pumpin- g heart
will still go on with its work. So with
the other organs. Sorrow postpones
appetite rather than destroys it. Wyl--

ut naa no on tnc nay or maiicrs
funeral: he had quite nice breakfast
on the following morning.

He came back to me at last, and I j

knew that he meant to destroy me.
His face was intentionally rigid, the
lips sot firm, the eye merciless. Yet
Fomewhere at the back of that merci- - j

less eye lurked a quite different, milder j

expression. the inecl sole ana eggs
had done their carnal work, and incon-
gruous

j

geniality was struggling up-

ward in him; he was going through the
diguting experience of feeling the
"better for his food. However, he poked
the fire fiercely: then he lit a pipe. with
the air that he did not care about it.
but did not think it worth while to
omit And then he picked me up, to j

hurl me In the tire. As he held me in
his hand hi-- eye rested for one
on the front page-I- n

that one --econd my youne life
hung in the balance. It wa- - I

of terrible exeitement for me The eye
glanced through a few lines, and I felt

shade safer. The eve twinkled. Then j

I knew that it was all over aad
my futttre vas assured. WyhnoJ weaJa
not bcrn me His habit of douhug .

h k4 tritisj;Wd oace more, i

2f course, after that he naa nothing
to do but to sit down before the firo
and argue it out with himself-- Tho
story should be published in the Cos-

mopolitan. "Why not? It was unhappy,
incongruous, wretched, that a humor-
ous idea should have come to him yes-
terday of all days. But he had not
sought for it. He had even struggled
to the utmost to put the thing ou.t of
his head. After all, if there was any
harm done if there had been any sign

want of feeling on his part that lay
far more in the writing than in the
publication of the story. He would
never put his name to it, of course. No
one should be able to say that Maud's
lover took the loss of her lightly. And
he would take no remuneration for it.
He would forward the amount of the
cheque that he received from the

to soma charity. Besides,
what right had he to keep th3t story
from tho public? It might net be
probably was not so splendidly and
amazingly good as he had imagined,
'but still he knew something his, . . , -. U -

I onaneis, anu ne i:new mac is woura oe
, 3ikelJ to be l'te?- - It m,Sht cheer

") wuu wer acQ ucprecu. uu
add something to the sura of human
happiness. And he did not think that
the critics, with their Athenian long-
ing to see and to hear some now thing,
would miss noticing the novelty and
spirit of it. Indeed he had mingled
feelings philanthropy 3nd

as he sat down to write (on deep-edge- d

paper) a little note to the editor
of tho Cosmopolitan.

To a certain extent hs deceived him
eelf. If Albert Weeks had voluntarily
surrendered, on sentimental grounds,
his honorarium for a short story, there
would have been something in the sac- -
rifice- - But Wylmot had a private in- -

! coni3 more tIlan Miihcient lor an nis
jiceus, anu to mm tne surreuuer ui luc
check meant nothing. His surrender
of tho reputation which he believe.i
would attach to tho author of "Ellen"
did nmounfc to something, for he had
the weakness cui etiam saepo boni in-

dulgent; but it did not amount to very
much, because It is an exceedingly rare
thing for a single short story to at-
tract any attention at all. and although

i 'Wylmot believed in tho chance of
"Ellen," ho knew that it was not moro

' than a thousand-to-on- e chance. Nor
i was there vexr much in his doubt
whether he had the right, for the sako
of his personal sorrow, todeny thepub- -

' lie an enjoyment.
J The real reason that swayed him was
paternal lovo. Ho had made me and
seen that I was very good. He could
Tiot commit infanticide. He liked to ex--
plain himself, but his curious mixture
of intense humility and some subtlo
vanities always made a desperate busi-

ness of it whenever the real explana-ition-w- as

some simple thing.
His noto to tho editor of the Co-

smopolitan ran as follows:
. "Mr Deak Roger: If vou will, read the In- -
"; SI
.""" iJC OUill 11 IU VWU 4 1UH tCC119 DVU. Jtl am not do so then. I do so now but. as you

will Imapino with the crcatost possible rcluc- -
tiuce. I hnd It, because I do really think that
it is the kind of thing that I hae often heard
you you wanted. Tho only condition I
make If. that my name shall not lie put to It,
or disclosed In connection with It. I send It to
you intoad of waiting, because I am
ioavlng Lnglund. and I am trying to nut my
house in order before I go, and to clear up
such business as I haio on hand. But I am
Euro you will appreciate how eager I am to cet
some place any place whore solitudo and si-

lence aro possible. I fear that this will be my
last contribution to the Cosmopolitan. If it
were not so melodramatic ( iy so, Iwo-iI-

tell vou that from hence o ' i um nractlcallv
dead. Yours ever, i. T. Wtijiot."

Now I think it murt be acknowledged
that, fora man who w.i . as a rule,

liar, this letter is fr n a l.r's point
of view distinctly creditable.

It is all over. My embodiments hare
been multiplied, since the Cosmopol-
itan has sold out seven editions of the
.number whicli coutains me, to a mar-
velous extent. I have been a phenomi-na- l,

and unprecedented success. In the
library of the country house, in tho
rtorv. in Mnvf:iir drnwinc rnnmn. In
Bloomsbury parlors, In workingmen's
clubs, in private house bars, in England,
in America, in tho colonies every-
where where English, or an approxima-
tion to it, is spoken I am tho subject

discussion. There is a touch of tho
universal about mo, and already the
translators are busy. Enthusiastic
critics have been moro screamingly en
thusiastic than ever before about me;
the severest critics have unbent. j j

wi0 vvrote me Wvlmot. mv author.
Roger Birman. bis editor and

neither of them will tell. On the au-

thorship of "Ellen only two people
have dared to question Birman: his as-

sistant editor and his proprietor. Bir-

man has told neither, and quarreled
with both; it is the day of his glorj,
and he can afford to qnarrel with al-

most anybody. Canards on the subject
of my authorship have flown over tho
country in dense flocks. Albert Wceira
has, as usual, drawn hi long-bo- at a
venture: and. as usual, misled tho
joints of the harness. This is his little
paragraph on the subject:

-- The secre of the authorship of 'Ellen has
been wonderfully w?U kept. There aro pr- -

ibly net more than twnty jyepl' in London
who really Vnow it n tae secret !s told.
ind unless unforscn circumstance-- , occurit
trill be told Tery koon thtre will ho howling
nd cnashin? of teeth amo:? vanoos unin-

formed paragraph 1st who haie tecn spread -
inp their rumors on the subject.
Instance of the Importance which the author

the twenty tc the .enow is a butler trho t
came po5cssed of tae Information hy accident,
nnd that ho Is to be iftrarded for his sileice
with an annuity of two tundrd pounds. Mora
than thii I am unfortunately, cot jrutteu
to iay at present "

Of course I knew from the firt that
I was exceedingly good, but still it Ls

very pleasant to have it acknowledged.
My success is a jny to nie; it is also a joy
to Birman and this is really vrriblt.
to Hon. Eardiej Travel-- - Wylmot.
For in this latter I fear the reaction.
Letters, forwarded by the secret hand

i

cf Birman, have come to him from tbo
office of the For many
editors have been anxious to com-

municate with the author "Ellen,
care cf the Cosmopolitan. He has
enewered none of them. Yet, just for
a minute, he has hesitated. At this
time he carefully abstains from
thought Maud: if such a thought
arises, he puts it out of hi-- , head again
feverishly. That is tho trouble ha
dare not think about Maud.

i

He starts from his chair, aad pares
the room slowly in utter agony; his
brows are eoatr&cfced: his eya acht;
oinetirae5 his hands ekr coovulfiTa-- I

Jy; sometimes he draws a p brith.
like obc v ho is eedcriug i tortura that !

kilLs.
Itiathe rvaetioc It ba?a yetsr-da- t j

Veeicnia; he noticed that he ielt I

uneaT whtnere.- - 'he looked at th Us-t-

uil paintinf at Matui that huAff J

above his nasctci-piee- e. He thoffci i

vajjMHtt Ve becaaaa i TWrara

have the attraction of a mys-H- e
realizes that he feels very terv Only two neonle really know

and

tired

dinner
a

it.

a moment
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a

of

ami
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no true jtLStl ce to her. or "because It dis-
tressed him t Jiat any other eyes but his
own should & ee Maud's picture. Dur-

ing the period of joy in the funny suc-

cessful story fi 'lat he wrote on the night
that Maud to is buried, he had been
ready with sho lis of euphemistic cheer-

ful arguments t o prove that he was act--

ins: finelv. 1 en as a matter ol tact.
the uneasiness Uhat he felt arose from
a kind of fear. IHe decided to lock tho
portrait away ith her letters in tho
bureau. As he vras doing so, his eye
fell on the first a "te that he had ever
received from Mau d merely an invita-
tion to dinner. rritten to save her

i mother the tremble, written in shy,
formal language, raid commencing
with "Dear Mr. "Vyliaot." An impulss
seized him to lKk ajrain, by way ol
contrast, at the latet letter that he had.
ever had from her., It was written in
pencil, just at the beginning of Maud's
sudden and fatal illness. It began
thus:

"They tell me I a. verr.ll!. Eardley. sad
thev won't lot me wrUo more ti .n st a little
letter They say th.u try trill send yon s.
Jons-e- letter theniael'.iesflllabon: the illnetc
Oh. my poor dear one. I ratt tell yo : I jo: it
out of the dectors that ti ey thial: I am gemr
to uio pemap j. nut x lj.uv i xuu ouiHii ay
life Ea bwoot that I Tnpn'4aT - I can't dis
jad to ta-- cn away rirtn-'vou- . Do no to do--
pairing, my lover, fioctars so often nja.e.mu- -
ttko. you know. an5 I an sare that I shall

C etlcttor. How could I i' when you've 't
Hrinir so well worti whllei Oh. desr lover; dlfi
tny man ever lovo bo tnoly aaanobJy cb you'
1 don z deserve you co.liou t."

The letter shook in Eardlsy's trem-
bling hand. It was with difficulty
that he read on:

I crleJ so raurh last nlgit. tcl joa irerenl
there to comfort mo. and I w3 so lonely.
Why"

He had to stop there. His throat
moved involuntarily, and ho was on.

mmmt llwtf:jmm& 'ii jz&.
Nil f"f

1 1 :j.'y'2ksr- - f;o--
THE IDEA TAKES POSSESIOT? OF WYLMOT.

the verge of sobbing. Moving slowly
and quietly, he put the Jeftcr back in
tho bureau and the portr;it back in ite
place on the wall. He sat down in
front of the portrait and gaized at it
a protty, yellow-haire- d girl with
mournful eyes, who had loved him
well and thought him nobhj. And God
had taken her and left him to the com-
position of an intensely humorous si.ory.

He had once the bcHof thiit he was a
man of feeling and honor, and he has
now loht the belief and he cannot live
without it. Late at night bSs goes out.
He goes down to the Embankment w&h

A,.n,5nfniiinBMmH.if.... ...i.wu v. u..l.,ul,
He docs not do it, bcoauso he arrSves

there just in time to stop another man
from killing himself. Tho other man,
.a stranger to Wylmot, is a young man
with sandy hair1 to-wi-t, ,ilr. Albert
Weeks.

"I think. says Wylmot, speakiny
firmly, but with a cnrious smile on his
face, "you had better come back w"tTi
me to my rooms nnd talkthJis-OTcr.- " lie
stops a passing hansom.

multKuuUl.unituv ".ivith
"You happen to have saved iny life."
"That's a lie. You sa ved mino, though

I didn't want your damned interfer-
ence. You pulled me back as I was on
tho parapet. What do you 'mean by
6aying I saved your life?

"Ah!" Wylmot says, with' the same
dreary smile, "that is what I want you
to come and talk nbout. 1 also had in-

tended to commit suicide. Surely that
is sufficient introduction. Come now;
get into the cab."

At W3'lmot's chambers the servant
with an anxious expression on his face,
lot them in. It vanished as he saw
Wylmot. Ho had been nervous about
his master, and lie was glad to sec him
no longer alone and looking in better
spirits.

Albert Weeks felt mazed and won-
dering were the events of the last few
days that had driven him to despera
tion unreal, or wasUhis unreal? Iho
two men had drawn their chairs up in
front of the lire. Albert Weeks sipped
the fragrant coffee and blanked hia j

,

eyes; he was in n kind of dream.
j

Through it he heard W3-lm- speaking.
'Ye IT-

-

it naa not occn ior you 1

should have drowned myself
The sight of another man on the verge
of committing exactly the same act I

suddenly showed me that suicide was
ranning away One should not run
away. It is not brave, though bravo
men have done it through sudden panic
You have placed mo under a very great
obligation to you."

Weeks shook his head. "You saved
"me. too

"No. no, I saved you from animated
act. You raved me from an entirely
wrong principle. I do not know wheth-
er I make myself clear. But I feel the
obligation deeply, and I will speak of it
again afterwards. In the meantime you
should know my name." He handed

iv i t--

ceKs glanced tt It and said: "I j

havo no card, but my name is Albert
Weeks, and I used to live at No. 23, Har-
riot Terrace, Fulham. I waa a journal-
ist. I failed. I used to be on the Inner
Circle, but I got kicked oif. Do you
knw the Inner Circle?"

"I've seen the posters, but I cannot
say that 1 ever read it."

"It'i nothing much to rad. but It
was all I had to live on. I'm married.
with children. It was Terr difficult to
grt along Sometimes I got a short
thing taken elsewhere, not often. I
borrowed a littlo money on my furni-
ture. When I trot "kicked o:7 the
Inner Circlf I couldn't pay the interest
due. and so the Jew took the furniture. '

My ivife nnd the children have gone to
her married cister a Mrs Warboys i

She wouldn't have me. and the grudge
the shelter that sh gives my w:f aad '

children; thy 11 come to the work- - I

house I haven't lived anywhere tho t

laat two days. To-nig- I o!d the Isun
thing 1 hid. It waa my mother's

I thoaat I'd tray myself a
good dinner before I dird "

"Tba why didn ; yosr"
--Oh. rl got into the haWt of glrlar

aT wife aartaiar that I harvmi u
stalto, c I wnt m. rf poj aSct aud

Bt it os to her ivithont thiaktei-- j
tioou.' ad Wylaavt

eiL taar waaa't usaoh raarc la (the tester sent frota ;a posto3ac I j
xoU ter I had a --ts so rrr abroad, aad f

If 1 onld aamkc z . mg I nwM zea& j
it, Ftia ct say men.? ! Hsfa Ji

"? v ce got Into the river, there "wouM
mave been nothing to identify me by.
So she'd have got used gradually to be-
ing without me. And her married sis-
ter would have felt she'd more claim
for support if she had no husband.

"Now, I must tell you about myself."
"Well, of course. I know a" littlo

about yon. I've seen stoned thincs hv

gratitude.

i you in the Cosmopolitan I was never
one of the lucky ones they wouldn't

I lake me on the swell magazines."
"Yon livs in these comfortable chain-

'bcrs in jwrfect luxury, with "butler
and everything. Vou can get your
stuff taken by the very boat papers. I
don't say that you've made a real hit,
like the man that wrote 'Ellen,' but
you must bo good to get into the Co-
smopolitan."

"It's so much better, you know.
Weeks, to be a good man than to be a
good author. I had done a diserace- -
lul thing. It did not involve public I

d.Sf-TTr- O ... it.. WfC.. Tlrtf ..." f,., A,F4 .if V, I- c , -- ..,. vv v. mu
law, an ouense at all. lut it took
away my and I did not feel
las if I could live without it. I would
rather not speak of tie details."

"Certainly not," taid Weeks.
"Now I want to talk over aome olans

ior you, Dut I must first write a letter.
'. iuyoue..cjjeae. Iho letter was

tvon written, anu given to Francis to
post,

j "Now, then," said Wylmot. standing
, before tho firs, "as we have finished
l our wine wo will smoke. You may

possibly like these cigars. A, I said
i before, without intending it. you have
, placed me under a very great obli-

gation. I feel suro that you, as a
gentleman, will understand that a gon-- .
tlcmau does not liko to be teft in that

uaiituii. rv some suni acknowledg-
ment of the great good you have done
Be I have just sent instructions to my
solicitors by which you will, on my de-
cease, receive a legacy of one thousand
pounds. You want money now, and I
want to give you it, but, of course,
yon would not consent to the humilia-
tion of receiving n present of inonej'.

1
A Lac k a different matter, and one
can ak a legacy."

! "I I do not know how to thnnkyon."
said Weeks. "I could not, of course,
have accepted a present of money."

"Now, I must tell you my plans for
you. You love your wife?"

"She and the children are well.
theje naturally the principal thing."

! , "w, it is quite evident to me that
,IL" UUi uut; u uine uiera kiwi mo

I country for a holiday. You look over-
worked."

"Oh, I worked pretty hard, but it
didn't come to anything. I failed."

"Very likely from overworlc Your
j wife nnd children, too, will want a
I change. You must be away at least
! two months. When you come back, I

'will give yon a letter to the editor of
the Cosmopolitan; ho will do, I may
aT' good deal for me. If you can

write, he will let you write. If not, ho
will find some other remunerative oc-

cupation for yon. And, I think, you
would probably like to discharge any
pecuniary obligation that you may be
ttindcr to Mrs. Warboys."

"I should. But it is impcsiible.
There is no money."

"Oh, some arrangement can eakily be
made. Let me fee. YtTiy not borrow
a hundred from me, giving me your I.
O. U.?

paid Weeks; "it doesn't tako
me in. You're rivinf? me money: I take it

You've savod my life.
and you've made it possible for me to
go on living. And you've done it all

o kindly, treating me as an equal, and
no one's been like this to mo for a long
time and, damn it, I can't even speak
about it!" Ho rose and turned to tho
window with a sob In his throat--

Albert Weeks holds a
post on the Cosmopolitan now. He has
a very comfortable little flat In South
Kensington. Wylmot did his host to j

live without t. He lasted a '

few years, wearing himself out with
work He died of something qu'to
commonplace.

PERFORMS ODD DUTIES.

IXva. Ilockett, of Hrooklrn, In rorritHBM
in a Llrery Stable.

A peculiar situation is that held by
Mrs. Ellen Ilockett, of Brooklyn. She
Is forewoman of a big stable owned
by .1. T. Story, a coal dealer, aud hag
charge of thirty-thre- e horses and some
fifteen drivers, one of whom is her
husband. Mrs. Kockett is an Irish
woman of about fifty years old, and
Respite her peculiar work Ls thoroujrh- -

ly domestic Her home, which con- -

Kist of even rooms over the stable, is

...DlW. J I -

"r.i MHf sfS t2fiy'

f yty a

nSPOTTTZB Timor; h the
fTUILE.

nat &ad clean. So bo thn
mother of twelve children, ol whom
svea are living. Two of thtnMi re
married aad have hotoe of Utir owa.

j

'
In addition to Ue other flr Mrs.

I

Ilockett has three orpbaas to whom
rbe has given a hoav, tboog'C thej hod
no claim on her

"It secia htraatrs, docra't il sho
mid to a New York Roeordetr re?oncr
at her hotae the otiier 4ay. "tor a
woman to hold reh place. Bot I a

doa't mind it a long as I aw cirniafr
an honc&t hvicg. I can !o the work
aod bo aoan the lea a a Yoa
ee. I do not have to do the hard work,

bat I e tbat it is Ana- -. I An jut the
work that iir Storr ha told tow. I wl
waa bom ia IreUod. ajKLhfc momt Irbk i

girls, I aaa fond of luitx. iH cooirae, j

tbr-- 1 did aot have to car for tlira or j

aaythinr'of that sort bet I wi bM
thaa. ytj haia4 aad I czw to Uua ;

ooontrr twestr-a-v rear ao aad he !

BREVITY IS THE
GOOD WIFE!

S A fiJpr m m B r

went to work for 'Sir. story nineTee
years ago. Ho was foreman here acIr
I helped him a good dcaL It was b.U
own fault that he lost his place and
Mr. Story offered it to me. I was glad
to get it.

"My hours arj long. lam up at fcur
and never get to bed before eleven
o'clock. Many times I have been cp
aU night if the horses are sick. I win
tell almost instinctively if a borc is
not well, even before it shows it. I
know how to doctor them, too. 1 havo
studied that, for a person having
charge of hcrsv must know how ;
take care of them. 1 prepare .Med-
icines and liniments, aad it fc ranch
cheaper than having to buy them I
getthi-am- e wages that my h?zOarl
did, thirteen dollars a wek. with ren,
gas aad coal free. My caildreti n"tv
some of them, old enough to l far
taking care of the Irons. o tlv . not .

aiiw.oi, rren woes nv
mm

itc-cj- mu quumw. incro wa r. imur!
feeling between Mr. Story and tm bwt-ban-

m I employed him as a - ttt.
All the hu -- reat me with nwfKvt .wmI
give me credit for taking hold when
my husband lost his place. There ii
never any trouole among the men.

Mrs. Bockett showed the reporter
through the stable, which was r.eatn jmI

clean. Only two of the horses were in,
but these knew Iut, nnd wera im-

patient until she luul patted them on
the nose aad Npoken t- - them. One of
these was the one which brought Mrs.
Kockctt into public notice. It mv.
lame and the Anti-Cruelt- y society had
the driver arrested. Mrs.-- Rockctt paid
the fine. She said careless shoeing- hail
caused the lameness, and Mnec the
shoes have been removed the hors;
all right--

WUSTACHE BURNED OFF.
John I'eorce .tall Asleep anil Ul Ganv.

Hn I. nip I'xilotir.
John George, whose snudwieh ear

stands every night at the corner of
Loomis and West Madison streets, Ckl- -

L
x JWI.'

$$--- r m
M' i2-.-B
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THE COPl'KU I'L'I LEO HIV MIOM THK CAB.

cago, had a narrow escape nt twolve
o'clock one night from death by burn-
ing. Trade slackened and he fell naloep
inside his car. Whilo he was doxing
the gasoline lamp which furnishes tho
ccr with light exploded, setting tire to
George's clothes and the car I'olieo
Officer Thomas Tyrrell, stn tiding on the
corner, saw thr ftru and that treoryo
was In great peril.

Hefore George realized what was tho
matter Offlror Tj-rrc- had rushed to
the car and pulled him from it to thn
Mdewalk and uxtinguislwd tho flame
in his clothing. Ma face was severely
burned and his mustache was burned
entirely off. The car with its contents
was destroyed, causing a loss of uboai

lS50.

An alarm of fire was turned In, but
when the engines arrived the car had
burned. To prevent tlie sidewalk near
which the car wnt standing from tak-
ing Ore the ear was palled into the
middle of the street, blocking the cubic
trains for a few minutes.

A QUEEN'S PERQUISITES.

VfIiU Captur1 on thf UrltUti C'wtt II
louj; tu irtorlx.

Among tlic mot curious of Queen
Victoria' perquisite is her right to
every whale or tn r'on captured oa
tho eoaft of the Ui.f-- Kiagdom ami
brought to land Both of thM per-iiist-

date bark to the kiys of tho
Norman king, and it nppcars that In
the cate of tho whale the moiwtert
were divided between th aovrtgn
aad hi convert. th; qaeon taking tiir:
head In onler that hrr wnndroEon
might b- - replenished with the whale-
bone needed for th fitiilcalnjr of ht
royal garcacnt.

Anotlicr of th queen's rHTqulJtc.
aayn the Chicago Times, In . ecrUln
number of inagmOeenl canhmort
thawlx, which an dispatched to her
every year from the kiogtlom of Coab- -

mere, rhey vary la value. a rnk,
from klxty to two hcndrl arnl tiftj
pounds sterling ajHci. and th qun li
acenstomrd to preat one of thorn a a
wedding prcnt to every roony irl
tie arintcracy hi who fature the 1

In any way lntrrtvd Zrrry Ufloi
holding' a patent ul "pnrrmyor ta awt
majstv," if he conform to cneioat
traditMia nnd ucagr. hhtruld pre; at her
with a silver oidlc each yuar

Another chtM of royal parrcrom it
called upoa to prrat in her auainklly

tablecloth, while from otiier ora3
fcpnin she ! entitled to an sasnai

of carrycocBbs. ftre toa,
carlot bob-?ry- . nijhlcnpn, kjiircj,

lances, aad crobow. Moreovor. at
the oorooatioa U lard of nuonr f
Addlagloa mtvt yrmwui to tae emrx
cign a "difch nf onmaovA ol
"milk of tlaond. Kraw of rapm
sitfrar. Kpir. rhickro parboil! ajul
cbopj-yL-" At tb wme ci-j- 7 th
lord of th- - aaaaor nt flojrdct la b--
ltg-ed- , by virtu of tu temjr- - froaa lLa
crorrjj, to pfc-i- t thr moarch vetiit
towcL the Jord of Jie inaoor of &
woruioo ztrimt; the "rrorvkyn
-r- leht-hiv! Th

Urr of tho Tarioas rrjAiblt M HMdhQna VlrtoH tUO1 iry VrwHta

Ji4y sex gfc; ,5 j,,. j 0crv.
wla te wx attUmfrriUcOi.mi

'WCaakajfe.uCirfffU.
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